CHAPTER XI

SHAKESPEARE (continued)
l

F o B, A totally different side of Shakespeare's art, we
will turn to the end of one of his tragedies, Antony
and Cleopatra. The beauty and " infinite variety " of
the Egyptian queen have so moved the great Mark
Antony that he stays on with her, forgetful alike of his
wife at Rome and of his duty to his country. Things
come to such a pitch that Octavius Caesar, his fellow
triumvir, comes against him with a fleet and army,
The Egyptians are easily put to flight. Cleopatra takes'
refuge inside a monument in her palace. Antony
attempts to kill himself, but bungles the attempt. His
guards bring him to Cleopatra.

Enter, below, DIOMEDES

CLEOPATBA :                    How now ! is he dead ?

BIOMEDES : His death's upon him, but not dead.
Look out o9 the other side your monument;
His guard have brought him thither.

Enter, below, ANTONY, borne by the guard

CLEOPATRA :                                            O sun,

Burn the great sphere thou mov'st in! darkling stand
The varying shore o' the world ! O Antony,
Antony, Antony ! Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help ;
Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither.

ANTONY :                                               Peace!

Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony,
But Antony's hath triumphed on itself.